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The Punk Rocker 


Author's Notes: 

This is a different thing. Working on trying a band origin story. This was done using what | like to call "The First 
Line Challenge". Someone gives you a line to start off your story/chapter/what have you, and you base your 
exchange off that one line. Every chapter into story is going to follow that format. So far it's lots of fun 
Here's how the guys meet, with a little sensual flair thrown in. ;-) 


First Line Given: "I hope what I've said hasn't hurt you too much." 


| hope what I've said hasn't hurt you too much." He looked over his bent glasses and put his illegally 
purchased Jack-and-Coke down on the table. Stupid little fucker. His mommy probably bought him that shirt 


too. Real rock n roll. 


"No, of course not, Steve. Why would it hurt? I'm used to it from you by now." | said icily, downing my vodka 
and letting it sting like a man and not a pretentious little cunt. Steve blinked and pushed his layered sandy hair 
out of his face. He had tied a feather in it with a piece of twine. He thought he looked so cool. What a moron. 
What the fuck did | ever see in this guy? 


"Oh, Duff, stop being so dramatic. l'm doing what | think is the right move--" 
"Yeah, for YOU." 


"--and I'd hoped for your support on this." | laughed into my empty glass. That was the best thing I'd heard in 
all my 20 years of life. | should have recorded that! 


"My support? On what? You can do whatever you want, Steve. Fight, fuck, leave, | don't really care. But to bail 
on us an hour before a show.seriously? But hey, if you wanna go yank Bret Michael's cock for the rest of 
your life, be my guest." | swept my hand over the table, and folded my arms with nasty smile. Suck it, bitch. 


See if | care. 


‘I'd really hoped you'd be happier for me, Duff. | really did" Steve snipped, crossing his legs and frowning. Guess 
| made the poor guy feel sad. Awww. He can bite me. "You're a great drummer, man. I'm sure someone will 


offer you a spot. But maybe you should pick up the bass instead." | laughed in his face. 


"Thanks for the tip, Sparkles. But I'm definitely not gonna take advice from a guy who roadies for Poison. Take 
whatever's left and shove it. Sayonara." | finished my drink, chucked the ice at him, and walked out. 


Outside, the night was warm, it was just after one in the morning, but that was what made the Strip even 
more alive. Girls, all legs and fishnets and red lipstick swaying down the sidewalk, the smell of booze and 


cigarettes and the sound of ear-piercing guitar licks and squealing singers from every bar. My kind of place. 


But | ran a hand through my hair, trying to get it somewhat under control. My red locks were fading and the 
black streaks | never liked in the first place. "Get black streaks!" Steve said. "They'll look awesome!" He said. 
Well, he can go piss glitter for all | care now. Fuck him and stranding us high and dry. Fuck his band and 
double-fuck him. | stared down the street, both ways a mess with people who looked strange, talked strange 
and acted even stranger. This place seemed so alien now, and it was slightly chilly out. | sighed. 


Fuck..now what? 


Chpt | EXTRAI 


Author's Notes: 
A little bit to wrap up Duff's chapter and to introduce our next player. :-) 


First Line Given: "This doesn't weigh." 


"Man, this doesn't weigh. Not a chance in hell.” A voice greasier than fast food from behind his black hoodie. He 
reeked. Nasty. 


"It does so, quit your bitchin’, man. You want it or not?" | said, brushing my dyed-black curls back out of my 
face. | thought | needed a bath, this guy needs to be fucking submerged. Period. "And can we hurry it up, 
please? I'd like to get home before the sun comes up" My broken watch read II:35, No chance. 


"Yeah, yeah, I'll take it. What's wrong, Slim? Missing your little woman Or something?" The guy chuckles. | do 
too. Idiot. 


"Something like that" | said, counting up my bills. Yep, all there. "Take it easy." The guy waves at me over his 
shoulder. Finally. Wonder how late the pharmacy is open? 


Two bottles of cough syrup and a pack of ibuprofen later, | walked back out into the main Strip, doing a quick 
sweep of the land. Sweet, no cops. Easy as pie. The air was stifling. But | guess it was better than my broken 
AC. | kept walking, holding my paper bag of pharmaceuticals. Hope these help a little. 


"fuck you, you asshole..quit on me..fucking fine..l steal your piece of shit Oldsmobile then." 
| stared. Some punk-rocker, Sex Pistols kinda guy with fluffy blonde and red hair in a safety pin jacket and 
striped pants was literally trying to break into a car. In front of everyone. And no one saw? Though, to be 


fair..he did seem like he knew what he was doing. And that car was really shitty. And the owner probably did 


deserve it. 
"pick up the bass, Duff.'ll fucking show you, you glitter-licking, fairy-fucking asswipe..” 


And just like that, he got in the car and sped off. Huh. Never seen that back home, that's for sure. | should 
probably call the cops. 


But.. 


Some sandy-haired Farrah Fawcett with mild five o'clock shadow comes running out, looking like he's gonna piss 
himself. He stares at the oil spot on the pavement where his car was parked. | thought he was gonna pull a 


Streetcar Named Desire on me. 


"My car!! My car's been stolenll!" He cried theatrically. Ugh. Typical Strip wannabe rocker. Probably a roadie for 
Poison He rounded on me, grabbing my shoulders. "Did you see who did it?!" | pushed him off. 


"Hands off, sweetcakes. You just missed em. Had long green hair. The longest I've ever seen. And yellow polka- 
dot pants. And | swear to God his purple trench coat had eyes on it. True story!" He stared at me, tears in his 


eyes. 


| walked on. Interesting guy, that Duff. Maybe our paths will cross again. 


